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Fell the water to warp o'er him, till the word's

point                                                               2790

Brake  through  the  breast-hoard,  and   Beowulf

spake out,

The aged, in grief as he gaz'd on the gold:
Now I for these fretworks to the Lord of all

thanking,

To the King of all glory, in words am yet saying,
To the Lord ever living, for that which I look on ;
Whereas such I might for the people of mine,
Ere ever my death-day, get me to own.
Now that for the treasure-hoard here have I sold
My life and laid down the same, frame still then

ever

The folk-need, for here never longer I may be. 2800
So bid ye the war-mighty work me a howe
Bright after the bale-fire at the sea's nose,
Which for a remembrance to the people of me
Aloft shall uplift him at Whale-ness for ever,
That it the sea-goers sithence may hote
Beowulf's Howe, e'en they that the high-ships
Over the flood-mists drive from afar.

Did off from his halse then a ring was all

golden,

The king the great-hearted, and gave to his thane,
To the spear-warrior young his war-helm gold-
brindled,                                                         2810